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'Rooster’s Crow Moves Huds

during which time Blr Ernest wa:
obliged to glve orders that no one shoull
be allowed to drink anything untll it
was evident that he was about to go in-
sane from thirst, It was during that
Joumey that one mamber of the expadi-
1tl-:m records, “In the height of the gile

W H. Hudson and Hls Book of Birds |

Shackleton in “South” Tells of the Joys of Life|
on Elephant Island

. iLoo. a youth with a ruddy compluion l

lund a folly quiek temper. Al'l lntellectual NOVCI

Although the plot 1s exciting enough|
il for a melodrama, its logic is wholly de-

| | pendent on tha dev elopment of the!
| eharseters, The actlons of the charac-

Generally Pallid Quality of “Peter Kindred”

By Heywood Broun

. HUDSON i{s one of the

finest masters of English

® prose, and there {s cer

taln to be a hearty wal-

some for the new edition of his “Birds
in Town and Village” (Dutton), with
+ha beautiful eolor plates by E. J. Det-
mold. The book, howevsr, is not lke-
¢ to win as high a placs in the regard
the reading public as “"The Book
af a Nataralist” or “Far Away and
Long Ago 1t {a more restricted in
gheme. Thera 15 li‘<1 rboat Fudson

snd more sbout his fun] ered friends.
take the
id observations of life
in Argentina which animate “I'ar Away

s there ®nything o

vlaee of the viv

sl Lonpg Agoe” Distinetly, 1t i3
hopk for lavers of prose style and |
twa

our part we (ke nono of Hud-

1 as his snakes,
ifis bird idunlized. Thex
e moro ofish thun Lis serpents and
z eompanfonsble for all the gnthu-
th which he describes Vthenm.
iimisel? confesses that the only
roper life for a hird Is A reving one,
d nobody can pet to krnow a bird well |
hile it 1¢ on the wing. ‘
H:..dsor..

are less fndis

of ecourse, ham an nnuaunl

ism for the feath- |
i H 1t it hipda

hut the rooater also
and lofty thoughts.
the fact that he usually
stween 3 and 4 in the morning,
ments on “the plessure of lis-

the crowing of the cocks at

' nightingale,
s lim 4o high

1 the ny
1ent of com-
turned, and i
currantiriave and fhore
leeprr's veing, |

vodesert,
ied Eilent
i e 4}

call of the

" Lthe weil
£a il
1 Trsif

ol t 5 f{_,k:l-.T,‘
Fd el

nanticlee:r
wrlting is ¢l
He tises ol

untd Treedy

thers s nothing of the one factor for|
which we have locoked in waln In alll
books about Arctic and Antaretic ex-
ploration, Nowhera in the book is
the motlve which moves men to venture
and endure such hardships for tha ssem-
Ingly slight rewards in sclentific knowl-

that variety of
know ss romanve.

adventure which we

We would have liked to know, for in-
stanes, just what passed through the
mind of the sailor who was told, after
muny hours in

and harrowing journey are missing, but |

thers any satisfactory explanation of |

edge and the assuredly small return in |

an open bont, that he!

that night Chestam was buying matches
{from me for bottles of champagne, one
hnttlu por match (too.cheap; I should
{have charged him two bottlea). The
chnmpamm In to be pald when he opens
|'his *pub’ in Hull, and I am able t& cuil

that way.”

Even on Elephant Island conditions
wete, perhaps, not altogether jolly, for | "™
tleep {s a diffioult achlevement in the
polar regions. *“It {s blowing hard thia
evenlng,” writes Sir Ernest, “cold, too.
Another- wonderful sunsst. Golden

desrgn, }or “hhom I Ilm:e fmen le
Tareedale, pubhshed by Sto!ce.s

‘térs are #o unusual, psychologically,
that it would take a George Meredith
| to do justice to them, and some one
with a far greater gift for character
Analysis than Mies Ayres to make them
| eomprehensible, We are urged to ad-|
mire Richard Chatterton, although at
|the outset ho is depicted as n slacker
!and a fortune hunter; and when |
Im finally erflists and loves the heroine
{more than her money it s clear that
i thess pure emotiona of patriotism and
love are the direct results of plgue and

by. V'Eaiet

colors illuminate tha sky, The moon
cnata beautiful rays in combination
with more vivld ones from the dipping
sun, If all was as beautiful as the scenc
we could consider ourselves in =zome

young wols as to how to run basges.

1
“Tha Typer must, aa a rule,”
read, "“get,

o
o nvoid de
little rough
de promptly eat down in the surf and

soon a4 Digible, and yet not overrun
| thems and wgyider herself liable to be

tagged, oul Jfow ean this ba done? 1t
| takes ton meh time fox fier to slow up
and with spyter slepa so time hersel!
| that she doglyiot overrun the bag, She
must find |
apeed, and then st the last moment

—— [ —

OME timu ago Nesta H, Webster
wrote aromance of the French
Revolutln, entitled *The Chevis

Her da Boufflers,”” which was
clitefly charactetizad by It strong vop-
alist bias.  dlee yrecent hook, “Tha

Freneh Revoiutln: A Study in Demde

racy,” 18 ostenpitly A tlatory, hat it
g fully &8 rompntic and fully ns
binged an Its predecessor,  The saulhor
proceeds on the theoyy that the Froneh

veople under Laiis XV were happy,
prosperous and eontented, wud that all
Lo uphory frog the fail of the Bas-
o the fall of Wobeapierre can boe
aecounted fnr

Vil

tille

rrots af the
Luouln XV}
trinette a

cnae to
fs n hero and Mavie An-
saint, The revolutionury
leacers are all monsters incarnate. All
the good French people ave rovali
the republicans tre o poek of brigan
and rnuMans,  The

thio

a4

fnthoy cavrios hor
conviction of
-

Fromel veapie io

opposition  of

Thie:

plution to the

G

C

]

H. Hudson's

“Rivds i Tooen and T ftfﬂfﬂ‘

noint of
tonrth -

deolgrin
nf Pranc

g that iIn 1788 throe:
ippoeed the

rite of

the Convention

. while the other Tourth

’”‘rm’f"""‘“d by E. P. Dution & Co. ]I Wae terrovized into secepting i, She

3 = e e e 1 mukes no efort to esplain he rather

fould hava rhe honor of hf‘[ug the frst paradise, but it is dark and cold in the Puzaling problem of how the rerrovized
tn to dnnd on Elephant Teland, rent wnd I shiver in g frozen sleeping- republicen one-tourth was able not
‘He secmed to be inoa state almost of bag, The inside fur is a mnpss of iep, only to réprese the drdontly monareh.

oma,” wrilea mir Krnest, “and in ordey C°UB! aleg from iy breath, Une creeps o8t threo-feurthas but alse o0 repulse

1 helped bim; perhaps o
t, over the gide of the boat,

into

frozen tingers and heura the erackling |
of ths ice.

the hag, tuggles up with bhuli- the coalition of Europeen states vwhich

had bunded tlemselvey togother agninst
Pregently, drops of thawing

revolutienary France,
did mer move, Then T suddenly realized ice aTa falling on one's head, Then eomies Therr is much (hat, can justly ba
t what [ had forgotten, that both his feat # fit of shivers, You rub yourself and said ageing’ the Jneobins, Outside of
23 were frosthitien badly. Some of ny MR over tosvarm the side of the bug Danton and Carnot, they did not pro-
L jampead over nnd pulled him in to & dry which has been uppermost. A puidie | dute any men of commanding ability,
S ) place, 10 was o rather rough experi- of water forms under the body, After and it wis theip denoranee and narrow
x n it f n na ot ense fop f"'.'_l‘('kll.'\r'rc,‘,\" bu'r_,’ anyhow, he about two hours You may doze off, liut neas rathoer than any =pirit of inherent
RGE ble th Suy 1hat he was the figst 1 Bhways wake with the fueling that I bestinlty that lod them to employ
man to =it on Klephant Island.” have not elopt & wink " measures of  sanguinary  repression.

from

tinent
1o rl\tr\l' 10 s

rfmf bcok seems
to be interesting?”’

you said it——it’s the
AN  FROM TALL TIMBER
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By Paul Gauguin
Phegreat French painter’s

N ‘w'ill['\ il

[ his flight from
luu-rn and his life among

the natives of Tahiti, in the
South Seas, in a eolorful
sirgnige world  still uncon-

tamiinated by civilization,

Fourtn Fdition mow printing.

ing that
(e

o
explanution about which we are curlous

Eien
after

Probably

]
i

est 18 right In think-
| always mean a pgreet
kberrow, and 1t may be that

Sl Emn

8

iy

Bis

on iephant Island, but it {s the

¢ than the incident. Of eourwe,
hant Island eeemed a green haven
the fourney in the open beats,

say thut a young man was sitting on th
world, even thowgl Lo wus the

is mo convinelng in its implication -
the advance of feminism ae “Basketball
and Indoor Baseball for Women!
ner'’s,

Oh, no; we should not Le (nelined to Their Eysiom ol governnient, crtiel and

senseless

urhitra At Desty begame: o

e

| tooand disgusting orgy of bloodshed in
theve ave many men who would sufter it on Hlephant Islund the ui% weeks e Robesplerve's
frostbite and immersion to be the flret ——— dealli. But, nevertheless, in their own

No hook which we have read recently iferce and imperfect way tiey accom-
plished & great work of social justice
They delivered France furever from
iniguities of the régine, and they

- DL Ward- (gave the world the conceptions of 1ih-

the
(Serib- uld
by Helen Froet and ¢

Wegro particularly thrillad b:: | titop heraslf there,
Aich the authors offer to | by tha alide”

“n.uhda and the head-first slide and an-
gecond and third bases ae | other, which ia “made with tha legs bent

Lway of running at full’

| yotard her 'rop:wuq qmekh enough to |

Romance as Hlstory

Royalist View of French Revolution Based
Upon Imagination Rather Than Facts

ud the handiwork of a |

wichad suliators in the pay of for-

PN poweTs nnfl of the Duke of Or-
lenms,

Mrz, Wehster carofully srranges the

st her prejudices, |

|nrmies rnised by Carnat,

{them fs not even mentloned in Mrs. |
t Wabster's royalist rhapsody,

[voka of feudal impoeitions,

! foreigners snd counter revolutinnists § e

jealonsy. Although the hero realizes!
Thin {s ucomplisherl his past unworthiness lia withhalda the

The authors go on to explain the hook | for fear he will win her back in tha
manner of cheap melodrama. After:

beneath tho runner, the trunk Iy nearly | hearted intrlgmng to keep the unsua-
oreet and the position niore nearly ap- —

- : bz, =
inews of liis enlistment from hia fiancée

{ubout three ‘hundred pages of half- |

Relieved by a Few Good Touches

!ﬂml and self-comscious. It is & mars
! gkeleton—1!t Iacks thews and sinews.
ETER KINDRED.” by Rob- ang vet thers are fine flashes in it

By Rebecca Drucker
ert Nathan (Duffield), 18 qpape ure sensitive, poui:,tranncﬂllﬂﬂ"'
the restrained mood ' ¢ mpod and a fine restraint. Nathar:

. which postulates that in | has & rare espacity for sketching char-

| proportion as the physical outline of acter with a suggestion. The two best
{the story |s unarresting is the interior |dr“m chavacters are merely suggested--

drama Intensive. But the cofollary 1o |¢pg clerk of & father who, in pursnit ¢
that attitude is that the inner adven- | | & pathetic tdeal of gentlemanhood, sseri-
ture must be vivld enough to make 8n¥  fieeg to send his son to Exeter and Har-
outward adventurs pala, vard, and the young Jew David, who

“peter Kindred” follow= the now fa- | inda Harvard too narrow for him.

miliar path of the intellectual novel.
It explores & young man's conscious-
ness through adolescence and young

Mystery Tales
manhood. He is the sensitive, odeé s

in

proximates o sitting posture. As the !
hoay passes the buse the runner reachn:

- Melville Davisson Post's

out with her hand, gracps tho base and
retains it until the finish of the elide.”

Wo wonder what Clarvisea Harlows
or Pamela v.uul:l have thought ahbout
such nmllgg. on?

erty, equality and fraternity that have
'heen & vital force in ewvery fight for
freedom that has hecn waged down fu
our own time, And there can be nn
question that the majorlty of (le
IPreneh peopla preferred Jeecobinism to
Bourbonism,

Many reasons contributed to this|
preference, and the most important of |

In 1789 |
Brance was a eountry of large land-
owners and starving peasants. In 1702
most of thess landowners had been
guillotined or had emigrated, and the
land was in the handu of peasants, who
have retalned !t ever minee, The dan-
ror of their newly dequired
land, of coming again under the harsh
induced
the great body of the peasants to sup-
port the Jacobin governmient,
ity execaans,

lazing

despile
to enlist in the nhtional
“the organ-
izer of victory,” and to beat back the

who were trylng to restore monarchismn
feudallsm, Mra, Webster alto-
gether fails to nppreciate this attitude
of the Wranch peasants toward the Rev
olution—n failurs which is to be ex-
peeted in an author who meviously rep-

H 'll'{

Stories Are Fascinating

Tiere is & wide range of merit in
idelville Davisson Post’s collection of
itoriea entitled “The Mystery at the
Hue Villa” (Appleton). There i3 a re-
nurkable eontrast, for instance, ba
ween the somber power of “Baror
‘tarkheim,” the tale of a German sub
wiurine commmander, driven mad by his
{rocities, and the inept banality of
“The Pacifist,” a singularly thin ané
unconvineing story, based uvpon the
‘uniliar theme of the omnipresent Ger
ilan epy.

As s rule, however, Mr. Post's aver

age is high; in beseball parlance he
may be callad a 300 batter. He i=
clever and resourceful in his plots, and
he almost invariably contrives to in-
troduce an unexpected twist at the end
The war furnishes him with & gocd
| deal of materlal. Occasionally he dives
| into stirenge countries and dravws »
| weird tale from mysterlous Asla or the
‘| deserts of Africa.' There i3 8 touch
of the exotle about the bock. The
anthor deiights in strange characters
and out-of-the-wayv places,

Mr. Post possezees the teachnique of
the mysterious. At hiz beet he main
tains the reader's Iinterest and cur
oslty at a high pltch until the last de
tails of the problem are solved. Ar
Jlement of disillusion often enters into
hia storlea; the fond lover frequentl:
iiscovers too late that the glrl whomr
fe has bezn pursulng is a spy or s
adventurers. Full of romance, mys
rery and excitement, Mr. Post's nex
book of stories {s certain to appeal to
the wide eircle of readers who have
been atiracted by h!s earller works.

o

resents the shepherds sand shepherd- ——
euged of Watteau as typical peasnnt

figurea in the reign of Louis X1V
SR R T e
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heginning of the end n_r' Shackleton's ship. From |
Shackleton’s book, “South,”

HIF\BMUGH & BROW {E}
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published by Macemillan l

A Novel About Love r.er:ting and lo-esick Sonla in ignorance

i i Chatterton'a nobility she finds it out
&f:cr all, and they are promptly ro-
Even War Cannot Conceal |

| united. This tends to weaken the case

Miss AYI‘CS s Real Theme | fuor suppressing cheap melodramatlc
desires.

R Sonia herself is a feeble attempt at

HE theme of Ruby M. Ayres's , (lara Middieton. She acts on impulse,
novel, “Hicliard Chatterton, V.! hut all along she intende to act on im-
©.," publivhed by W. J, Watt & | pulge.  Her {nconsistencies wure not

Co., New York, s love. Tt i3, 10 charming or interesting, but merely
fact, o persistently love that even the pidiculous. Her utthtude toward the way
great war, whicl provides & highly 15 intended to be decidedly hernine-like.
dramatic background, falls to cast a 1t is true that no patriot could demand

shadow over tho romance. Most of tiie more undiminished service from the

characters ure true to type. Thev rep- montolk than Sunia, but, unlike the con-
resent the ordinary eoncepts of the ventional war heroize, she forgets to so
English  aristocracy. Thera iz the much as to!l a bandege herself.

frnilinr Engliah gentieman, whose main
vohicla of expression is “Gad,” or
“Gord blesa my goul.!" Thers is 2 pen-
niless English lady, who maintaing Lier-
self in the grand manner by marrying
yoff promising débutantes. There ia,

Thie is & book of love and war. More-
over, It is & book which does not shrink
at showing the insignificance of any
war, in comparison with fhe strategic
hatiies that are waged 1n the pariors of
the English ariatocracy.

| son of middle elass, commonplaca pso-

' A real tonic
'plc The suthor hints of hidden fires | for the blues——
in him, of & vivid responsivenezs to-

I“ard life end an intellectual ca.pnclty‘ THE MAH FHDM TILL TlMBEH

for valuing it afreah. His adolescence | ALY, BOOESELLEES
iz poetically and charmingly written |
of, a thing of pastel tores. PBut this i GEORGE SULLY & CO., New York
same nastel treatment of his life st !

| Harvard i3 disturbing, There the IF YOU CANNOT KEEP
dreaniy, nostie attitude hardena into |
immobility and becomesa something | A Dm YOU C.—._A'N OWN

prigigish ,mi irritating. The only in-
telleetual excitement of his university |
life is a faint sophomoric flicker kindled |
by & vagua philosophical cult., He finds |
the pocial revelation at teas and the

LAD

cuitural revelation ar Boston ‘*'pop" By ALBER'F PAYSON

' coneerts. He {a a picture of conform- | TERHUNE

ity, a perfectly refined, sapless, slightly “He who loves a dog will adore the
snobbish THarvard Intellectual. And, | ‘best dog's book of ages."—Chicago
| fittingly cnough, he falls in love with Herald,

snd marries a Radeliffe bluestocking.
"Peter Kindred" is a little overly am- |
bitlous and therefore somewhat preten

“Delightiully written =5 ED
read the book s to find a new and
-\ dear friend in ‘Lad: a Dog'"—N. ¥.

“M

ready.

Billfoux saw
the garden.

ONSIEUR LE CURE, I.
have washed thes dishes,

and your
I am golng.”

bedroom s

“All right, Suzanne. Good night.”

“(iood night, monsieur le curd.”

IN EXTREMIS— By Leopold

Marchand

Translated by William L. McPherson

(Copyright, 1820, New York Trihune o)

Here 12 a uuu ghost steiy, highly cppropricte to these days of the Mawrice Maeterlinek and Sir

I Times.
82.00, postage exira.

® || E P. Datton & Cu., 681 5th Av., K. Y,

Oliverl.odge propayanda.

Seated by his window, the Abbé |2Nd &0t up noiselessly, He had been
e i watching the garden, etill bathed in
a vague light.

the old servant ecross
Then he filled his pipe

‘5 und lighted it. 'The strands of
With o t i iy . :
e e L e e iataidal
forie.  Moretto hoards. Net cate thircads of flame. Some of them

S2.00,

RICHOLAS L. BROWN, Publisher

e
80 Levington Ave., New York

L:brary Sets

0 these desirous of adding %o

their LIBRARIES we are of-
faring, during this Sale, our wsoal
| varied und choice Selection of
Classic and Standard Authors in
fine Library Bindings,

All except a very fews are
i subject to a substautial discount
(Mo Catalog iiued.)

BRENTANO'S

Booksellers ¢
Fifth Ave. ’a.{'d“é'?&"a‘.&'
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fell on a newspaper which he held |
on his knees.

dusk—the long dusk of midsummer.

hushes, alrendy heavy with fruit,

form.

ticipation made him shudder.

he feel so uneasy?
listen so intently and now and then
turn te look over lis shoulder?

low,
time lie kept ou listening intently.

The silence was unbroken, Not a! 'I‘hqn he picked up his hat and keys,
note from a siigls night bird, nor!put out the lamp and hurried away.
No echo, | While heewalked he thought of the
life of elruggle which he had cho-
sen; for this tims, too, he *forelaw | to the servant, who disappeared.
Imwtam.e, perhaps ineult. He k.now|
T he abbé pul hig pipe on the table |swho Griselier was—that the city

the
Naothing.

cn the front acor.

The gun had set, but it was still |

I'he abhé gazed somewhat abstract-
edly at the lilac plants,
teds of dmisles and the goovseberry |

the little

Little by little his thoughts took
It seemed to him that some

strange and troubling idea had en-
tered his soul.

An indefinable an«

What was the matter? Why did

Why should he

The 'amp wick seenied to be very

He turred it up, But all the

hum of an insect.

Somebody stvuck three tight hlﬁ“’ﬂ]

| the visitor who had just epproached?

vow hallway and put it down on a |
chair,
bolts,
Then he opened the door and saw a
| woman on the steps.

indistinct voice, but with the tone of
a suppliant:

houge, mongieur le curé, He iz at the
point of death."

it at arm’'s length,
face of his visitor appenred almost
| livid,
life, like those of a blind person.

selier is the Mayor's assistant, isn't
ha?
an hour.”

]
| contained no more aggressive unbe-
| liever,
Why hadn’t he seen: He asked his way of an old lady
who seenied seundalized st the ques-
tlon. But having wo! the informa-
| tion he needed, he soon arrived be-
fore & handsome house, bhrilliantly
lighted. Without any lesitutivn he
rang the bell and then wulled into
an antechamber. A servant ap-
peared and stared at him with sur-
" prise. :

“May [ see M. Grigelier?"

Before the servant could answer a
door openad. A man appeared, im-
posing in figure, with a ruddy face.
and an athletic carriage.

Behind him, in a4 neighboring

He carried the lump into the nar-

Then he pulled back the
Involuntarily he gave a =igl.

“Madame?"”

She answered very quickly, in an

“Come at once to M. Criselier’s

The abbé lifted the lamp and held
In its light the
in cigar smoke,
Her eyes were fixed, without
10 see me?

“T must have nude a
the abbé said.
M. Griselier.”

“M, Griselier? Well, I am
What? Who are you? I heg ¥
pardon,” he added more gently.
{am not used to s@eing priests in
house."

He smiled. Then he made # sigm

“I will go immediately. M. Gri- mistake,”

“T was going to'see
I will be there in a quarter of '

He closed the door brusquely.

““What can I do for wou?"
“Monsieur,” answered Al Bifl-

his mustache.

voom, the curé saw three guests, sit- | really been in my last hours, you

ting about a table covered with|would have preached me a sermon,
wires and liqueurs and half hidden naturally.”

“What i w it? Does some one want | have bent over you, and ny only

' God is everywhere,

T

about to leave me. Uil return. We
will talk together. Yes, I don't
know exaetly—but we wiil exchange

lioux, “I owe you an apology. Only |
a few minutes ago I was told that
vou wers critically ill"”

“Some jole, evidently, at my ex- ideas, Atiyway, pledase wait for
pense, or an yours.” e,

“I hardly think that the word He led the priest into & little room,
ioke should be: applied in thiz in- Where only a single gas jet was

bhurning.
Abbé Billioux knelt and praved.
An hour later he left Griselier's

house and returned home.

stance, M. Griselier.”
There was g silence.
“All the same.” the owuer of the
house added, “you came at once.
That was very considerate. Wil
you take a plass of liqueur?”
The abbé declined with a gesture, |
Grisclier, his eves lowered, twistad |

-

L L L L] L

“Good morning, monsieur le curé!
I thought you would be still in bed.
But here you are in your office!”
| “GQood morning, Suzanne! What
titne is 1t

“Six o'clock. 1 was delayed a lit-
| tle because of what huppened last
| night,”

“What happened last night?” the
abbé asked, straightening up in his
chair.

“1t wag no great mizfortune,” the
servant agswered shrilly. “That un-
believer Griselier, the .Mayor's as-
eistant, ended his sinful life sud-
 denly, exactly at midnight.”

Tt seemed to the abbé that his| The priest got up. The old Su-
host had grown a little pale. He | zanne checked hersalf.
coughed, shook his head like a man “He is dead?' the abhd
in embarrassment, and then sudden- after*a moment's “esitation.
ly eaid: : “Yes. monsieur le cure.”

“Go In there—into my' office— | “Thankgvou"
monsieur le curé, My friends ave

HAnd if)” he ventured, “I had |

“Not at mll, monsgieur. [ would

words would have been these: ‘You

are at the peint of death, I cannet |
spealk to you of God. But know that

He i there—

above you, with open armsg. Go
straight up to Him.'

asked,

The seiy “nt, without suying un-'

JUST READY!
other word.' entered her kitchen. |

S e st e oo THE LETTERS  OF
DONALD HANKEY

the street.
Authur of “A Studsnt in Anne'

M. Billioux recognized from afsr

the house toward which he was walk- Nearly a quarter of a million

ing. A dozen persona wers gath- of the “Student in Arms” books
|

ered hefore the gate, in earnast dis— | ®eld!

ias on ' | Intimate, Human, appealing,

cussion. The circle opened es the these unpiniished [attery LOV:I

ubbé approached. Hankey's college days, the vears
in Australly, LI+ ‘wleful montha

master hurrying up

No doubt wome of

these persons were friends of the

a3 one of tha "HHR‘}‘ Hundreq
dend nwan, and like him, unbelievers. n:f‘,"_’,"';'f':n BT Er L
But not a remark was made. The I"I..Il.'.'c.“ll;.\i-i n.ﬂ;&rl‘:\':cu, 1:),\.{::&"{1
priest’s face ‘wore an expression of 158 Fifib Ave, New York
deep serenity.

The hall of the house was empty. | THE
The abhé entered the room where the
diners had had their feast the night MAN
| before. There the old servant aat OF THE
in a chair, with her head in her FOREST
hands, and wept, T B

“Ah! monsicur le curé,” she sighed, ZANE GREY

“What a misfortune!”

“May I see him and sav the last
prayera at hiz hedside?”

A story of love and life,
of the glory of the mountains, ot

danger, daring and adventure.
At that moment M. Billioux and hnﬂ%’ of a gieat jov. Told
noticed on the wull opposite him a7 , 3% ohly Zane Grev could rell ir.

painting in an oval frame. It was
a porirait of a woman with a singu-
larly pure face and lines of sadress
about her mouth,

The abhé gave a start, He had
recognized his visitor of the preced-
ing night.

He turned to the servant to ques-
tion ke But she anticipated him:

“You are looking at the portrait
there, monsieur le curé, It is that
of madame, my maﬁmrs wife. Bhe
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